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“Criticism  is  a sure  sign  of  greatness.” 


is  the  time  of  year  when  every  man  in  college  should  be  choosing  some 
particular  thing  outside  of  his  studies  to  engage  himself  in  until  the  end  of 
the  term.  Of  course  the  first  and  foremost  object  is  to  do  your  regular  work, 
and  to  do  it  well.  But  it  does  not  take  an  immense  amount  of  ability  and  work 
to  do  this  in  college,  even  if  that  college  does  happen  to  be  Lehigh.  The  amount 
of  time  wasted  and  spent  in  doing  things  that  are  not  at  all  worth  while,  if  put 
to  some  real  good,  would  furnish  candidates  for  all  lines  of  college  activity. 

In  perspective,  it  is  not  the  hard  work  done  for  one’s  own  self,  that  always 
gives  the  most  satisfaction.  It  is  that  work  done  for  others,  which  takes  just  a 
little  more  energy  to  do  than  is  absolutely  required.  It  is  the  self-sacrificing  work 
that  reallv  amounts  to  something  in  any  sphere,  and  more  especially  in  college  life. 
Often  when  one  feels  most  like  doing  some  of  this  self-sacrificing  work,  the  oppor- 
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tunity  is  not  present.  But  just  now  there  are  any  number  of  activities  which  may 
be  entered  here. 

The  “Mustard  and  Cheese”  will  give  a performance  May  6,  1905.  A new 
play  has  been  written  this  year,  especially  for  the  “ Mustard  and  Cheese,”  and  it  is 
a very  good  one — on  paper.  The  play  is  a musical  comedy,  and  to  make  it  really 
effective,  a chorus  of  fifty  men  will  be  necessary.  At  the  last  rehearsal  there  were 
twenty  men  present.  There  is  not  a bit  of  doubt  that  finally  fifty  men  will  come 
out  for  this  chorus ; but  it  is  just  now  that  they  are  wanted.  The  preliminary 
practices  are  just  as  important  as  the  final  ones,  and  it  is  a great  drawback  not  to 
have  enough  men  to  start  with.  All  men  in  college  who  can  at  least  carry  an  air 
should  come  out  to  try  for  this  chorus.  It  takes  very  little  extra  time,  and  is  surely 
worthy  of  support. 

Candidates  for  the  lacrosse  and  base-ball  teams  have  been  called  out  for  prac- 
tice. There  is  not  an  abundance  of  stars  for  either  of  these  teams  in  college,  so 
good  hard  work  in  early  practice  is  the  only  thing  left  to  turn  out  winning  teams. 

Besides  the  activities  mentioned,  there  is  always  that  pressing  need  for  men 
to  write  for  the  Burr.  To  continue  the  publication  of  this  paper  we  need  your  help, 
and  need  it  badly.  A little  more  work  in  this  line  would  surely  be  appreciated. 

If  they  would  only  try  to  do  so,  there  are  plenty  of  men  in  college  to  make 
everything  we  have  here  a success.  What  we  need  most,  is  for  all  of  us  take  an 
interest  in  affairs  about  college,  and  to  make  them  worth  while  entering.  This 
of  course  is  an  old  theme,  and  will  not  become  newer  by  re-statement.  It  is 
a thing  for  man  in  college  to  think  about,  and  to  try  to  remedy.  A little  work 
by  everybody  would  go  a long  way  toward  this  end. 

•t  at 


week  of  February  26th  promises  to  be  a busy  one  here.  Thursday  night 
March  second.  There  will  be  a basket-ball  game  in  the  Gym.  with  Dart- 
mouth. The  game  promises  to  be  interesting  as  Dartmouth  has  a very  strong 
team  this  year. 

Friday  night  March  third  the  Junior  Promenade  will  be  held  at  the  Fagle. 
It  has  always  been  a puzzle  to  those  who  attend  this  dance,  why  more  people  do 
not  go  to  it.  However,  these  people  do  not  tell  everybody  what  an  enjoyable  affair 
the  Junior  Prom,  is  for  in  that  case  the  floor  would  be  packed  and  one  of  the  best 
features  of  the  dance  would  disappear.  But  the  committee  has  asked  the  Burr 
to  whisper  to  those  who  do  not  know  and  to  tell  them  what  a good  thing  they 
will  miss.  (Of  course  we  run  the  risk  of  being  boycotted  by  the  select  few,  but 
to  please  the  committee,  it  is  worth  the  trial.) 

Saturday  night  March  fourth,  there  will  be  a basket  ball  game  with  Swarth- 
more  in  the  Gym.  This  will  be  the  last  game  of  the  season,  and  possibly  one  of 
those  informal  dances  will  be  held,  as  there  will  not  be  much  objection  to  spoiling 
the  floor  for  basket-ball.  All  these  attractions  should  be  a great  inducement  for 
everybody,  especially  as  they  come  just  before  the  Lenten  season  begins. 


eHF  last  two  months  the  Burr  has  come  out  three  or  four  days  later  than  its 
regular  time  of  appearance.  The  trouble  has  been  in  getting  drawings  and 
manuscript  on  time.  We  call  attention  to  the  fact  that  drawings  should  be  in  not 
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later  tharf':* the  eighth’  of  ^ the' month  for  LwhiohV'they.' ' are  intended,  and  written 
matter  not  later  than  the  twelfth.  ' ■ ^ 
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^J^HE  BURR  , commends  the  st^n.d  , the  has  taken  regarding,.the 

jeers  ^ and  hissing  heard  during,  athletic , contestj^,  at  Lehigh,  It  shows  a very- 
poor  confidence  in  Lehigl;i  teams  for , Lehigh  men  to  take  this  unfair  advantage 
of  visiting  teams»  Especially  is  th,is  so  regarding  games  held  in  the  Gym.,  where 
every  remark  made  can  be  clearly  , heard ; but  the  principle  remains  the  same  in 
all  branches  of  athletics.  . ^ 

It  has  usually  been  the  case  here,  that  men  on  our  teams  are  perfectly 
capable  of  taking  care  of  themselves  and  do,  npt.^ne.ed  this  assistance  which  has 
been  given  to  then}. so  muph  of  late..  However  we  are  proud  that  it  is  to  the 
minority  of  the  college  we  are  speaking,  and  we  hope  the  influence  of  the  ma- 
jority will  do  some  good  in  the  future.  j 

. . I 
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0[^^ITH  the  election  of  H.  E.  Steele,  1907,  as  assistant  Business  Manager  of  the 
Burr,  a new  office  was  created.  In  the  future  this  position  will  be  filled  by 
competition.  As  the  present  Board  retires  April  first,  the  competition  for 
assistant  Business  iManager  will  begin  immediately.  Those  wishing  to  try  for  this 
will  please  make  it  known  to  J.  H.  Wolfe,  Business  jManager. 

Besides  this  vacancy  to  be  filled,  there  wull  be  six  others  on  the  editorial 
staff,  to  which  members  of  the  three  upper  classes  will  be  elected.  Any  mem- 
ber of  the  three  upper  classes  is  eligible  to  election  when  he  has  had  printed 
in  the  Burr  at  least  three  articles.  It  is  again  asked  by  the  board  that  men  handing 
in  articles  should  sign  their  names  to  them,  These  names  are  never  printed,  but  are 
of  some  value  to  the  editors. 


selections  from  Victor  Hugo’s  “ Les  Miserables ’’  given  by  Miss  Barry 
Tuesday  night  more  than  fulfilled  expectations,  and  fully  justified  the  most 
flattering  praise  given  her  from  all  sides.  If  this  performance  is  any  criterion 
of  the  remainder  of  the  series,  those  who  did  not  take  advantage  of  it,  will  be  more 
than  repaid  by  obtaining  a season  ticket  immediately. 

During  the  next  two  months  lectures  will  be  given  by  Dr.  Takas ugi  of  the 
Imperial  College  at  vSapporo,  Japan,  Hamlin  Garland,  and  Eimest  Thompson  Seton. 
The  last  two  authors  need  no  praise,  ■ for  their  names  are  well  enough  knowm  to 
attract  attention  in  any  community.  The  lectures  given  by  Dr.  Takastigi  in  this 
country  have  been  greatly  enjoyed. 

The  Y.  M.  C.  A.  is  to  be  most  highly  complimented  and  heartily  thanked  for 
giving  to  Lehigh  men  this  opportunity  to  attend  such  high  class  performances. 
When  the  quality  of  the  entertainments  is  considered,  the"  price  of  admission  seems 
ridiculously  small. 
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My  pipe  is  out ! no  one’s  about, 

The  time  has  come  to  study ! 

I try  in  vain  to  work  my  brain, 

My  thoughts  are  dim  and  muddy. 

I look  behind,  and  there  I find 
A line  of  ghastly  flunks ; 

With  frightful  re-s  which  worse  than 
sprees 

Have  cost  me  many  plunks. 

I look  before,  and  sere  and  sore 
The  anguish  fills  my  soul ; 

For  far  and  wide  on  every  side 
Exams  and  quizzes  roll. 

But  here  I sit,  the  moments  flit, 

A hard  exam,  tomorrow  ; 

An  E for  me  I plainly  see. 

Which  I shall  view  with  sorrow. 

’Tis  ever  thus,  no  use  to  cuss ! 

But  why  should  I explain  ? 

’Tis  plain  to  see,  no  hope  for  me — 

I’ll  light  my  pipe  again. 


“ They  say  the  quedn  of  hearts  was  beaten 
by  a club.” 

The  deuce  ! 

“ Not  so,  ’twas  a black  jack.” 

“ That  was  a knavish  trick.” 


“Say  Eater.” 

“ Veil,  Ikey  ? ” 

“ What  does  it  mean,  Minnehaha?  ” 

“ Laughing  vater,  mine  sohn.” 

“ Eater.” 

“ Yes,  Ikey.” 

“ Does  den  Minnesota  mean  soda-water, 
yet  ? ” 


“ Do  you  realize  if  I got  at  you,  you  would 
be  precipitated  ? ” 

“No,  but  if  I started  on  you,  you  would 
go  into  solution.” 
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All  was  in  apparent  confusion  as  the 
train  chugged  noisily  from  behind  the 
train-shed. 

Sir  Reginald  Debaufry  was  idling  care- 
lessly in  the  smoking  apartment,  when 
suddenly  in  the  mirror  directly  opposite 
he  saw  reflected  the  face  of  a beautiful 
girl  in  widow’s  weeds. 

The  young  English  noble  appeared 
nonplussed.  His  aristocratic  face  obliter- 
ated all  traces  of  confusion  and,  coolly 
adjusting  his  monocle,  he  removed  the 
fragrant  “ two-for”  from  his  finely  chis- 
eled lips,  and  with  a haughty  sneer  reach- 
ed in  his  vest  pocket  and  extracted  a 
watermelon. 

With  an  air  of  hauteur  he  nonchalant- 
ly proffered  the  young  woman  a glassful. 
As  she  extended  her  hand  a deafening 
concussion  rent  the  air  and  all  was  dark- 
ness. 

* -if 

When  Debaufry  opened  his  eyes  he 
was  surprised  to  find  himself  in  the  pri- 
vate ward  of  the  Almsmeter  poor  house. 
Still  somewhat  dazed  from  his  nerve- 
racking  experience  his  first  words  were 
addressed  to  the  Ethiopian  attendant. 

“Your  coat,  my  man,  appears  rather 
short." 

“Aye,  my  Lord,  but  it  won’t  be  long  be- 
fore I get  another  one.” 

Just  at  this  moment  the  apple  woman. 


previously  mentioned,  clambered  in  the 
window,  her  portly  ' figure  silhouetted 
against  the  evening  sunset. 

Debaufry’s  face  grew  black  with  pas- 
sion. His  palsied  hand  groped  helplessly 
for  his  ancestral  sword,  when  suddenly  a 
blinding  flash,  a swirl  of  white  smoke 
and  deadly  acrid  fumes  overwhelmed  his 
weakened  senses.  A sound  as  of  a mil- 
lion voices  drummed  in  his  ears. 

The  cross-eyed  resident  physician  lay 
on  his  back  in  order  to  look  downstairs, 
and,  lustily  calling  for  help,  passed  away. 

The  female  peanut-vender  facetiously 
ejaculated,  “ He  always  did  look  crooked,” 
and  so  saying  leaped  angrily  upon  De- 
baufry’s bed.  Steam  was  seen  to  issue 
from  his  erstwhile  face.  The  hot  frank- 
furter made  a noise  like  a horn  and  the 
procession  moved  on  as  before. 

The  anarchist  immediately  produced  a 
boinb  and,  raising  it  in  gorj-  hands  above 
his  disheveled  beard,  scared  four  jack- 
rabbits  from  the  aforementioned  under- 
brush. Uttering  a hoarse  cry,  he  hurled 
the  missile  with  avenging  directness  at 
the  now  helpless  Debaufry. 

A horrible  scream  as  from  a lost  soul 
quivered  across  the  night  air.  The  ravens 
flitted  about  hurriedly  and  Silence  reigned 
almost  supreme. 

“ Ru.ss.” 


Finis. 


“ Do  you  know  why  a large,  fat,  juicy, 
piece  of  apple  pie  is  like  that  thing  described 
in  sophomore  electricity  and  magnetism,  the 
hydraulic  analogue  of  which  is  a head  of 
water  ?” 

“ Well  hardly.  Why?” 

“ Because  it  isn’t  currant.” 

There  once  lived  a spinster  in  Fla, 

Who  daily  grew  homlier  and  ha. 

Till  a young  man  one  day 
Almost  fainted  away, 

When  they  happened  to  pass  in  a ca. 


A talkative  girl  from  south  Ga. 
Hot-aired  so  much  that  she  ha. 
Her  lover  said  “Nance, 

If  you’d  give  me  a chance, 

I’d  tell  you  the  feelings  I’ve  ta. 


The  Simple  I/ife. 

The  other  morning  I awoke  at  half-past 
ten,  and,  feeling  very  tired,  asked  my  chum 
to  reach  me  a pipe,  with  accessories,  and 
a copy  of  the  Simple  Life,  recently  given 
me  by  a disciple  of  the  same.  His  sim- 
plicity is  evidenced  by  the  fact  that  he 
selected  a copy  in  the  original  language. 
It  being  a simple  matter  for  a Lehigh  man 
to  read  French  at  sight,  I was  simple 
enough  to  try  it.  If  the  simple  reader 
considers  smoking  and  reading  in  bed  be- 
fore dinner,  a departure  from  simplicity, 
let  him  reflect  on  the  simplicity  of  setting 
the  bed  afire.  The  best  exponents  of  the 
simple  life  are  classical  students,  and 
Electrical  Engineering  graduates  who 
work  for  the  Westinghouse  Company. 
The  former  study  simple  subjects  ; the 
latter  practice  simplicity  in  food  and  rain- 
ment,  by  necessity.  A lecture  in  Physics 
is  a model  of  simplicity;  it  is  chiefly  con- 
cerned with  simple  wave-motion  in  a gela- 
tinuous  medium,  and  with  a number  of 
simple  rubber  gears  with  taffy  teeth.  As 
an  evidence  of  the  growth  of  simple  ideas 
among  students,  I would  mention  that  the 
one  who  rooms  above  me  is  constructing 
a couch  of  dry-goods  boxes.  He  is  pound- 
ing at  the  rate  of  200  a minute,  and  if  he 
will  only  continue  for  ten  minutes  there 
will  be  beer  and  to  spare  for  everyone,  as 
2000  pounds  make  one  tun.  Do  not  shoot 
the  simple  scribe,  for  it  was  impremedi- 
tated.  R 


f^af  gou  anb  3’  fojoe* 

(Uttg^f  efeaf  eome  summer  ntg^f 

ecafe  f^e  0fgm^>tan  f^af  foAoer  a6ox>e 

^^16  mean  anb  sorbib  Aoorfb  luj^eretn  ioe  biueff* 
ni^^ere  f^e  tumuftuous  strife  of  ©enaf  men 
Casts  o*er  our  fife  anb  fo«e  its  mefanc^ofg  s^^eff, 

C^ere  s^oufb  mt  rest  Beneath  t^e  a^ure  sfties 
^B^re  not  a somBre  efoub*  BfaeB  B<^treb"s  sign* 
^Boufb  e»er  eome  to  tB^oart  tBe  reb  sunrise. 

QBefoBeb  of  tBe  gobs*  jyje  sBoufb  not  bie* 

QBut  ii'  oaeB  other's  fo»e  ijjoufb  fi»e 

@.nb  in  eontentment  JUjateB  tBe  gears  go  Bg. 
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On  the  frozen  Manchurian  plain 

Lie  the  foemen  bivouaced  in  the  snow, 

Where  the  hungr}'  grey  timber-wolf  lurks, 
And  the  cold  winds  eternally  blow. 

In  this  wild  and  desolate  land 
They  struggle  and  gasp  and  die. 

And  bury  their  dead  in  the  dazzling  drifts 
While  the  civilized  world  wonders  why. 

In  the  name  of  the  good  God  tell  us 

Why  these  thousands  must  perish  here  ? 

Can  the  Powers  not  stop  the  horrid  strife 
And  spare  the  widow’s  tear  ? 

In  the  name  of  God  I will  answer 
You  who  prate  of  humanity, 

I will  tell  you  why  this  strife  is. 

And  why  such  things  must  be. 

The  Russian  has  threatened  Nippon 
His  trade  and  food  supply ; 

For  these  must  any  nation  fight. 

Though  her  bravest  men  do  die. 


Who  presumes  to  weigh  humanity 
In  the  scale  with  a nation’s  life  ? 

Do  you  think  a man  will  hearken. 

Who  fights  for  child  and  wife  ? 

So  this  is  why  the  corpses  strew 
The  frozen  Manchurian  plain. 

And  the  timber  wolf  sniffs  where  they  pass 
And  licks  the  fresh  blood  stain. 

’Tis  for  this  that  the  whirring  rifle  ball 
Must  drill  through  the  sweating  frame 

Of  a yellow  hero  in  fur  and  boots. 

As  he  rushes  a crest  of  flame. 

This  the  reason  why  the  shell  must  blast 
Great  holes  in  the  firing  line  ; 

And  the  men  who  are  hit,  like  rabbits, 
Must  roll  down  the  sharp  incline. 

This  is  the  answer  I make  to  you 
Who  curse  the  name  of  war. 

The  God  of  battles  is  speaking  now 
From  the  rifled  cannon  bore.  R. 


I^Irs  Brown,  living  in  the  country,  had  some  work  done  by  an  old  dark}".  It  was  raining 
hard,  and  when  he  got  through,  l\Irs.  Brown  said,  “ Sam,  don’t  you  ever,  take  anything  to 
keep  from  taking  a cold  when  you  get  wet  ? ” 

“ Sometimes,”  said  Sam  rubbing  his  lips  suggestively  with  the  back  of  his  hand. 

“ Well,  here  are  four  two-grain  quinine  pills,  Sam  take  them  when  you  get  home,” 
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J0ojji  oft  ypc  turneb  f^eir  ^jac^eeone  6j  one* 

(^6  tBrou^^  mg  fafticeb  >u5tnboii5  efreameb 
Zt)t  rubbg  B^affe  from  >i^5inter*6  eefftng  eun, 
%o))o  often  ae  3 efoijfg  furneb*  mg  ege 
n^^oufb  o©er  some  forgotten  gaeeage  run* 

Ofb  frteitbB*  in  x>arteb  ©eetmente  btm  or  Bright* 
^tanbing  on  mg  fi^^  mummiee  eaeeb* 

^B^t^in*  if  3 eBoufb  eeurcB  (irig^t* 
n^oufb  finb  iftitBin  t^e  eomBre  feutBer  fibs 
AOorbB  of  maetere  fiile  imgrieoneb  figBt. 


feifte  u fong  ro  of  >y5ofb;ttme  cBume  tBeg  etanb 
(Reffeetiug  in  tBeir  »arteb  moob  or  t^eme 
Z^t  Bietorg  or  tBougBt  of  men  of  et»erg  fdnb. 

Z^txx  BacBe  are  turneb ; But  *tt6  tBat  3 titag  eee 
Zt)t  Bfa^onrg  of  aff  i^txx  noBfe  Banb. 

^utte  near  me  etanbe  ofb  CB<^«cer*  rowing  Bfabe* 
n3?Bo  tailee  U0  Bacil  to  (Bngfanb  anb  tBe  fofR© 
nX^Bo  tofb  tBeir  Bumoroue  tafee  of  eoerg  eBabe. 

Qtert  t6  figBt;B^^^fteb  ^gencer*  affegorg^e  ftnigBt* 
^Boee  muee  ie  founb  iJjttBin  tBe  forest  gfabe. 

0fb  Omar,  singing  e»er  of  tBe  fuscious  ©ine* 

Zt}t  grage*  tBe  Brimming  goBfet*  anb  tBc  maib 
nXBo  gasses  *mong  tBe  guests  tBe  ruBg  ijjine* 

(Hare  goet*  sgBaritic  souf*  B^s  sogBistries 
Of  fife  Aooufb  ne'er  suffice  for  mine. 


^Bof^  fOADs  of  Booils*  AftitB  Binbing  ofb  or  ne)to* 
^BtcB  fii^^  ^fabbin's  ^amg*  once  toucB^b* 

StesB  gfories  noAo  unbreameb  of  Bring  to  ©icAO, 
Samifiar  of  a fifetime  totter  to  tBe  grage.  But  3 
@.m  not  afone*  as  fong  as  3 B<^»^  ^ou. 


Q?. 


— Qtine  — 


^our  (Hlore  (pages. 

^ lament  6j  One  of  f^e  Q0ocirb* 


I was  studying-  by  my  table 
Just  a week  ago  today, 

While  the  ticking  of  the  alarm  clock 
Tried  to  draw  my  thoughts  away; 
For  the  problem  there  before  me 
Kept  me  working  hour  on  hour, 
All  balled  up  in  logs  and  tangents. 
Involutes  and  leventh  power. 


Like  a flash  an  idea  struck  me, 

“ I can  take  the  equation  so — 
Integrate  and  call  the  constant 
Zero” — when  I heard  “Hello,” 
And  before  me  sweating,  breathless. 
After  climbing  up  the  hill. 

Stood  the  editor  despairing, 

“ Four  more  pages  yet  to  fill.” 


“But  this  problem  must  be  finished, 
I can’t  stop  what  I’ve  begun.  ” 

But  the  editor,  relentless. 

Said,  “This  simply  must  be  done. 
Quite  two  weeks  ago  you  promised 
Something  interesting  and  new. 
Bring  it  to  me  in  the  morning — 
’Bout  a hundred  lines  will  do.” 


Left  alone,  I sat  there  shivering. 

For  my  room  seemed  damp  and  chill; 
Shuddering  at  the  dreary  prospect — 
Four  more  pages  empty  still. 

Much  I tore  my  hair  in  anguish. 

And  I beat  my  head  in  vain. 

Hardly  hoping  for  an  answer 
From  my  tired,  stupid  brain. 


Oh,  I thought  of  all  creation, 

Tried  to  versify  the  stars. 

Worked  on  flowers  and  hunts  and  fashions. 
Hats  and  two-for-five  cigars. 

How  the  moonlight  on  the  waters 
Glints,  and  then  I thought  of  Her, 
Strove  to  tell  my  love  in  verses 
For  that  poor  forsaken  Burr. 


Much  I wrote,  and  felt  elated 
When  I saw  the  stanzas  grow. 
Such  a masterpiece  I deemed  it, 

“It  will  cause  a stir,  I know ; 

All  the  papers  will  reprint  it — 

They  will  praise  my  work,”  I said. 
As  the  college  clock  struck  midnight 
Slipping  quietly  into  bed. 


In  the  cold  grey  dawn  of  morning 
Up  I rose  and  read  it  o’er. 

Found  the  stuff  that  I had  written 
Words  and  words  and  nothing  more. 
So  I dodge  that  form  familiar, 

Cr^ung  “ Four  more  pages  still.” 

He  may  take  his  four  more  pages 
To  a warm  place  if  he  will. 
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